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. RIP VAN WINKLE. 



ACT I. 



Scene I. 
CHORUS OF VILLAGERS— " FAR AND NEAR. 



Cho. 



Peter. 



Cho. 

Peter. 

Cho. 

Peter. 

Cho. 

Katrina. 

Gretchen. 



Peter. 



Far and near our cry be heard, 
' Long life to great George the Third !" 
Though he rules from o'er the sea, 
Faithful colonists are we. 
What a mien and what a grace ! 
What a fine majestic face ! 
It almost is a shame, we're thinking, 
To make him thus preside o'er drinking. 
Yet it is a common thing 
Thus to use one's queen or king, 
And our village is bestirred 
So to honor George the Third. 
On this solemnity right royal 
Where is that vagabond disloyal ? 

Where's Rip Van Winkle, eh ? 
Don't know. 
Can any of you say ? 
Don't know. 

Ah, well, sing on, and for this he shall pay. 
Yet it is a common thing, etc., etc. 
Here comes Rip's wife — Gretchen, on my life. 
Mynheer, don't be hard on Rip, I pray : 

For my poor sake o'er hill and brake 
He wanders weary night and day. 
Pooh I pooh ! pooh ! pooh ! make no excuses. 

Gretchen, you're patient overmuch 
Of Rip and his eternal abuses. 

Shame on the fellow that he's Dutch ! 



Not in all Kaatskills keeps away- 
One colonist save Rip to-day. 
Gret. Sweet sir, you would be all the sweeter 

If Rip you'd pardon, Mynheer Peter. 
Peter. Do not tamper with the throne. 

Gret. You, whom we girls all love so dearly, 

Have too much heart to act severely 
Peter. Yes, I'm all heart, I must own. 

Gret. See the smiles already' beaming, 

See him with good-nature teeming ; 

Ah, his heart he cannot harden. 
Cho. Rip Van Winkle he will pardon. 

Gret. Oh, then away with doubt alarming ! 

Thousand thanks. Burgomaster charming. 
Peter. 'Tis my way, all women say. 

Gret. Now can I share in mirth and pleasure. 

Sing an old lilt or triple measure : 

Hail to the day ! now let's all be gay. 
Cho. Let those meddling soldiers come : 

Not for them shall we be dumb. 

Far and near our cry be heard, 
" Long life to great George the Third !" 

Though he rules from o'er the sea. 

Faithful colonists are we, etc., etc. 

RONDb— "YES, NO, AND NOTHING AT ALL." 

Katrina and Chorus. 

Kat. Folks do say who are wise and able 

That when tongues got all mixed at Babel, 
One there was no force could balk — 
Language that all lovers talk. 

Cho. Folks do say, etc., etc. 

Kat. In our time, then, it little matters 
Double Dutch if the lady chatters ; 
But in courting our womankind 
Their topography just bear in mind. 
The Boston girls always answer no ; 

The New York maidens always answer yea; 
But hereaway the lasses they 

Just don't say anything, but let you guess. 
Were I a man I'd ne'er be decoyed in 
Ardent love with prude or with hoyden ; 
True with girls the proverb old, 
" Words are silvern, silence gold." 

Cho. Were I a man, etc., etc. 
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Kat. Glance and sigh need no translation, 

Lovers the same in every nation. 
Cho. But in courting our womankind, etc., etc. 
{Exit.) Yet it is a common thing, etc. 

SONG— "OH, WHERE'S MY GIRL?" 

Kip Van Winkle. 

Oh, where's my girl, of whom I'm fond ? 

Wherever can my darling be ? 
I'm but a scamp, a vagabond. 

But I love her, and she loves me. 
Our little cabin nestles yonder, 

Where happy with her I might dwell. 
Yet, vagrant that I am, I wander 
Far from the girl I love so well. 
And all the village goes on so ; 
But then I know just what I know. 

A day is coming when I'll gayly sing, 

Tra-la-la! Tra-la-la! 
That day is coming, is on the wing — 
Tra-la-la! Tra-la-la! 

Come, little wife, yes, come and scold me 

(I'm scolded first, and then I'm kissed), 
And in your arms a captive hold me ; 

I promise you I won't resist. 
I own that I'm a dreadful creature — 

The parson says it, so it's right — 
Without one sole redeeming feature ; 

That is his sermon day and night. 
And all the village goes on so, 
But then I know just what I know. 
A day is coming, etc., etc. 

CANOE SONG— "WHERE FLOWETH THE WILD MO- 
HAWK RIVER." 

Gretchen a7id Kip. 

Rip. Where floweth the wild Mohawk River, 

Adown the long rushes that quiver, 
Waits my canoe. 
Gret. a canoe — 

Rip. Light birch canoe — 

Gret. His canoe — 

Rip. Waits, love, for me and for you — 

Gret. Waits for us two. 
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Rip. 



Gret. 

Rip. 
Gret. 



Rip. 

Gret. 

Rip. 

Gret. 

Rip. 

Gret. 



I make thee soft robes of opossum, 

In thy hair twine the wild rose in blossom ; 

O'er forest and foam 

Far let us roam ; 

There only, there, be our home. 

Would it were so, but I fear 

Rivals afield to you more dear. 

Rivals afield ? Not so, my queen. 

List while I tell you what I mean : 

The forest, the wild river flowing, 

The blue heaven, the frolic gale blowing, 

Gun and canoe — 

My canoe — 
Gun and canoe — 

My canoe — 
Enjoyment for one, not for two. 
Why not for two ? 
Enough for you, and you only. 
Whilst I in my solitude lonely. 



Rip. 
There be our home: over for- 
est and foam we will roam. 
Come! my canoe 

In the rapid river 
Is waiting for you. 



Gretchen. 
Pine for the home I left, for the 
desert to roam. 
Ah, your canoe. 
Though enough for one, 
Is not enough for two. 



CHORUS OF COWARDS— " CANT YOU SEE?" 

Cho. Can't you see we're coming ? 

(Hang their horrid drumming !) 
Is there anything about us looks like recruits ? 

Yes, of course we're willing. 

(Catch us take the shilling ! 
All our martial ardor is in our boots.) 

We wish to say we are afraid ; 

Enlisting's not our trade : 

Poltroons, poltroons we are, 

With no appetite for war, 

For brave we are not : 

Substitutes too can be bought. 

To life do we cling 

More than every other thing. 



LEGEND OF THE KAATSKILLS— " OH, BEWARE!' 

Gretchen and Chorus. 

Gret. From deep forest hoary 

Lift in awful glory 

Mountains gray and old 

That mystery and tradition hold. 

Never mortal daring, 

Thither reckless faring, 

Ever returned, the tale 

To tell to maiden pale. 

There all Nature slumbers. 

Torrents still their numbers ; 

Silence over all 

Throws her drowsy pall. 

Oh, beware I take care ! take care. 

Whosoe'er thou art ! 

By the dark glen straying, 

Never dare to linger there ; 

By the trancM solitude, spellbound, delaying, 
Spirits in the pale moonlight 

From a long-forgotten past glide by. 
Mortals to their doom invite. 

Hearken not, the weird temptation fly, oh fly ! 
Cho. Oh, beware ! take care ! etc., etc. 

Gret. Folks say that each demon 

Once was daring seaman 

That with Hudson brave 

Had perished in the Arctic wave — 

Hudson, ocean-rover. 

Who, his wild life over. 

Would in spirit be 

Near his loved Tappan-Zee ; 

Dutch tars dressed so quaintly, 
J, Dutch songs sounding faintly. 

Tell that Hudson's band 

Somewhere are at hand. 
Cho. Oh, beware I take care I take care ! etc , etc. 

TRIO— "ERE THE MARRIAGE-CONTRACT." 

Rip and the Children. 

Rip. Ere the marriage-contract is drawn, 

What have you got to live upon ? 
Alice. You silly man ! we'll live with you. 
Hans, Of course, of course ; that's what we'll do. 
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Rip. a careful wife ne'er lives in folly 

When her good man's at work away. 
Alice. You'll see how neat I'll keep my dolly. 
Hans. I'll bring her birds' nests every day. 

Rip. But if my girl, her husband flouting, 

Or if my son-in-law's too gay — 
Alice. E'en then he'd never find me pouting ; 
Hans. And I'd just let her flout away. 
Rip. But days are long in summer-time. 
Alice. We'll go a-nutting in the wood. 
Rip. But when they're white with winter's rime — 
Hans. Oh, sliding's famous, snow-balling good. 

Alice ") 

aiid > We'll be happy as man and wife. 
Hans, j 

Rip. Ah, how little they know of life ! 
Alice. And we'll seek together lilies by the lake, 

Berries in the heather, fireflies in the brake. 
All. Yes, we'll seek together fireflies in the brake. 
Rip. Brave boy, and thou my flaxen-headed daughter. 
Why must I tell you these fair things shall die. 
The berry red, the lily by the water — 

That for you dark days may be nigh ? 
These little heads, now golden, silvered one day may be 
Trembling and frail and olden (that day I may not see) ; 
But, though flowers may perish and youth may decay. 
Still your love, dear ones, cherish, 
For love is young for aye. 
Hans. ") 

and y We'll love each other for aye. 
Alice. } 

SONG— "WHERE IS THE WOMAN?" 
Derrick. 
" Where is the woman ?" ^ 

Rang out when crime began ; 
" Where is the woman ?" 
Still crieth later man. 
Truth known alone to sages. 

Doubted by glowing youth. 
Argued in all the ages. 

And ever still the truth. 
Ah, I, weak and vain. 
Must doubt again 
Of story told by wise men of old. 
Precedent disdaining, passion o'er all reigning. 
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Head and heart above, 

Pity, fate ! I love ! pity, fate ! I love I 

O'er my dry parchments I pore by day and night, 
Seeking oblivion of beauty fair and bright. 
Vainly I shun the vision 

Glowing from every page. 
Smiling as in derision 

Of pedant and of sage. 
Ah, I, weak and vain, 
Must doubt again, etc., etc. 

RONDO— "THE VILLAGE WELL" 

Katrina and Chorus. 

Girls. Tis the hour we girls ne'er fail 
With a pitcher and a tale 

At the old draw-well, at the old draw-well ; 
As the bucket slowly brings the water clear 
All the gossip we have time to hear. 
And a lot they tell at the well. 
Kat. Heavy sometimes the oaken bucket, 
And if the fellows pass this way 
From our hands they will quickly pluck it ; 
Hard work is very bad for girls, they say. 
Girls. And we all of us say, 

" The bucket is extra heavy to-day ;" 
For otherwise we'd not allow 
These young men to dally with us now. 
'Tis the hour we girls ne'er fail, etc. 
Kat. E'en with men's help it is amazing 

How long our pitchers take to fill ; 
Also, when to our shoulder raising, 
* How apt these pitchers somehow are to spill. 
Girls. Pitchers frequently will, 

And all by theiiiselves, tip up and spill. 
And then the fellows must remain 
Just to fill our pitchers o'er again. 
'Tis the hour we girls ne'er fail, etc. 

FINALE— "WHEN I COME BACK." 

Kip. When I come back 'twill be no more to roam. 

Thenceforth to stay with thee at home. 
Come, Gretchen, do not pout; 
One would think that my word you doubt. 
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Gret. I do not doubt you, but I fear ; 

I'd keep you now I have you here. 
Rip. Nay, I must go. 

Gret. Well, since it must be so ; 

But do not stay a long time away. 
Both. Away with doubt and fearing! 

] H *11 I ^^^ ^ home again. 
Gret. Pray Heaven he be not hearing 
The voices of the glen, 
And ere bright morn is burning 

IJpon the mountain gray 
I'll see my love returning 
To kiss my tears away — 
Cho. Her love will be returning 

To kiss her tears away, etc. 
Der. Our dear Rip off again ? 

Let's hope it is an error. 
Gret. Ah, that dreadful man I 

He fills my heart with terror. 
Rip. Yes, that is so. Off I go I 

Der. Your charming wife thus quitting ? 

No, no, that's not befitting. 
Gret. That's what I say. 
Der. You hear ? I too say nay. 
Rip. You too? 
Gret. You too ? 
Der. I too. 
Rip. Say nay? 
Der. Say nay. 

To pay with interest what you are owing 

Is honest, you need not be told, 
But he who takes it would fain be knowing 
Where and from whom you got the gold. 
Rip. From whom and when ? 

Der. Quite so. Where got you this gold ? 
Rip. I have no recollection. 

Der. These very coins now aid in your detection. 
Your gracious king and us too you have sold. 
Ah, traitor vile, for French gold. 
Rip. Liar ! 'tis false ! 

Der. At last he's confessed, 

This spy, this village pest ; 

And you have struck a blow. 
Rip Van Winkle, look to yourself. 
You would have force ? Be it so. 
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Cho. 'Tis with indignation that his charge we hear ; 

Malice lurks behind his words and in each tone ; 

For this accusation, it is very clear, 

Means revenge on Rip — revenge, and that alone. 

The red-coats, Rip, beware : beware their leaden pills ; 

Be off, man, like a hunted hare — off to the hills. 
Rip. My darling ! Tho' we, alas, now sever 

With the heart full of pain, 

Thou art yet mine for ever ; 

Ay, we'll meet, love, again. 
Basses. What that's we hear ? 
Cho. The soldiers I 
Kat. There they come ; 
Burg. Fly! oh fly!. 

Gret^. Ay ! quickly go lest your retreat they know. 
Rip. As for that, they'll not dare to show their face 

Around about my hiding-place ; 

I fear no mortal foe. 

Whither now I shall go. 

Listen, friends, if you'd know where I go : 
Cho. Where do you go ? 
Rip. From deep forest hoary, etc. 

y Oh beware ! beware ! take care ! etc. 



Gret. 
and Cho. 
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ACT II. 

Scene I. 
LANTERN CHORUS— " BY THE THICKET/ 

Katrina, Gretchen, a7id Chorus. 
Kat. By the thicket-path we are trudging slow ; 
Nettle, brier, bramble 
Mar a moonlight ramble ; 
Wonderful how thorns will around one grow. 
Spiky things and spiteful 
'Stead of flow'rs delightfiiL! 

Well ! it is for Gretchen, so we don't mind. 
Leave our old companion ? - 

No, that were unkind. 
What I don't quite understand 
Is the need for lamps in hand. 
Seeing 'tis a man we're after. 
Cho. Seeing 'tis a man we're after. 

Kat. If to lure a man I'd try. 

All the lamps I'd light's my eye. 
Other hunt's but food-laughter. 
Cho. Other hunt's but food-laughter. 

Kat. Where is Kip's wife ? Lost, on my life ! 
Cho. Gretchen, ho I Gretchen, ho I 
Kat. Ah ! you're there at last ! 
Gret. Have you seen him ? 

Ah ! your good news don't be delaying. 
Cho. Not yet, not yet. 

Gret. Wherever can poor Rip be straying ? 

He sure must hear ? 
Cho. He must be near. 
Kat. Hark I wasn't that the village chime ? 
If so, I'd state, girls, it is late, 
And to return it is ftiU time. 

Or look out for lectures and locked gate. 
My dear, come too ; you've done, 'tis true. 
More for your husband than he'd do for you. 
Gret. Not yet. At least with me you might 
Wish the weary wanderer good-night. 

BALLAD— "NOW THE TWILIGHT." 

Gretchen. 
Now the twilight shadows are stealing 
Over the village more and more, 
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But yet a deeper shadow I'm feeling 

Darkening around my cottage-door. 
Ah ! how eagerly I would listen 

Till his familiar voice I'd hear ! 
And my glad eyes with joy-drops would glisten ! 

But now with a tear. 
Wheresoever thou mayest roam, 

Far from the loved ones, 
Far from thy home, 
May hope return with morning light ! 
Heav'n give thee good-night — my own, good-night ! 
good-night ! 
Cho. Wheresoever thou may'st roam, etc. 

Gket. Now the peaceful vespers are ringing 

Good-will to earth from heav'n above ; 
This is the hour that should now be bringing 

Heart close to heart in perfect love. 
But the sacred litany, stealing, 

♦ Kequiem-like, o'er parting day. 
To my spirit, alas ! brings no healing, 
For he is away. 
Cho. Wheresoever thou may'st roam, etc. 
JExit (s, 5.) Cho. Our search is vain. 
Let's home again ! 
By the thicket-path we are trudging slow, etc. 

PATROL CHORUS— "THE NIGHT IS DARK." 

Cho. Keep all in step ! keep all in step ! 

The night is dark and low'ring ; 

As we the pass are scouring. 
Poor Kip we search for still. 

Although we're men undaunted. 

We know this place is haunted, 
And 'tis not very clear. 

What's that within the brake ? 

'Twas only our mistake ; 

The night is dark and low'ring, etc. 

TRIO— "NOW WON'T YOU COME?" 

Gretchen, Rip, and Derrick. 
Gret. Now won't you come along with me ? 

You do not care for me, I see. 
Rip (aside). Dearest heart ! 
Gret. Come away. 

For here I will no longer stay. 
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Der. (aside). She's mine ! I triumph ! 
{Aloud). Yes, in thy love revenge TU quaff 
At him who's lost. 

Der. } Yes, I can laugh. 

Gret. Oh, trust me still, nor doubt I love thee, 

By the blue heaven bent above thee : 

Yes, come what may, 

I'll love my love alway. 

Dpr i Mine alone! mine alone! 

Gret. To him I've spoken, 

Almost heartbroken ! 

Yes, I'm his all alone, 

I must own. 

Now to part, 

Now to part, tho' it breaks my heart. 
Rip. Rapture ! she's all my own ! 

All mine own, and mine alone ! 

Yes, she's mine, mine alone ! 

She must own ! 

Now to part, now to part. 

Now to part ! 

Go, sweetheart, farewell ! farewell ! 
Der. Rapture I she's all my own ! 

All mine own, and mine alone I 

Yes, she's mine, mine alone ! 

She must own. 

Mine, mine alone ! 

Now to part, now to part. 

Now to part ! 

Come, sweetheart ! 
Gret. Alas ! from thee, love, I must go ! 
My love ! 

Alas ! from thee I now must go ! 

No other love my heart will know. 

I must go ! 

No other love my heart will know, 

Ever know ! 
Rip. And whisper low 

One loving word before I go : 
My love. 

One loving word before you go. 

No other love thy heart will know. 

Whisper low ! 

No other love thy heart will know, 
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Ever know ! 
Der. Now come, my love, we'll go I 

My love ! my love ! 
Togetlier let us go ; 
Come, let's go, 
Let us go ! 

ECHO SONG. 

Rip Vak Winkle and Chorus. 
Rip. Ho! ho! ho! ho! 

Friend echoes, why do you fail ? 
From crag and from crevice awaken. 
I'm not all forsaken 

If ye give me back hail for hail. 

If ye give me back hail for hail. 

What will they have who chase all after? 

Ah ! ye are but fancies and air ! 
Cho. Laughter ! Dare ! 

Rip. But now 'tis the hour for an orison ! orison I 

Cho. Or a song ! 

Rip. Tra la la la ! 

La la la la la la la la la ! 
Cho. La la la la ! 

Rip. Tra la la la ! 

La la la la la la la la la I 
Cho. La la la la ! etc. 

Scene II. 
"THE PHANTOMS." 

Rip, Hudson, and Chorus. 
Rip. You're very good 

And friendly, I dare say, 
But I won't intrude, 

So will bid you good-day. 
No, no, don't look at me like that, 
But only say what you're at. 
Nothing to say ? nothing to say ? 
Who are you, any way ? Say ! 
Cho. Ha, ha, ha, ha, etc. 

SEA-SONG— " BLOW HIGH, BLOW LOW!" 

Hudson and Chorus. 
Hendrick Hudson I am called, 
From the under-waters hailing ; 
There you may see us sailing, 



V 
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Cho. 



To the gale close-hauled. 

From Holland came our hands, 
Which they no more may see, 

But still the Netherlands 
We claim for our countrie. 
Aye, through the mist and foam 
Seek we our home ! Ah ! 
Blow high, blow low, 
Merrily o'er the deep we go ; 
Yo ho ! yo ho ! 
What care we what breezes blow ? 



NINE-PINS SONG AND CHORUS— "ON THE GRASSY 
BANKS OF SCHELDT." 



Second Lieutenant and Chorus. 



Cho. 



Say, my lads, what game we'll play ? 

Moonlight as clear as day, etc. - 
2d Lieut. On the grassy banks of Scheldt, 

That glides by with a tide scarce felt, 

There the folks meet of a day. 

The old to smoke, the young to play. 
Of all the games that give a zest 

To pipes and beer. 
Nine-pins are best : 

Set them up ! the champion call ; 

Now toe the mark and poise the ball. 

There ! it rolls like thunder, 

Kends the pins asunder ; 
Down — down they go ! 
Cho. Ah! 

2d Lieut. All nine lie low ! 

Live the game of nine-pins, 

The fine old game of nine-pins! 
Cho. Ah ! 

2d Lieut. By the banks of Scheldt we played them, 

Ah, long time ago 

(Live the game of nine-pins. 
The fine old game of nine-pins!), 

While the elders quaffed and smoked, wise and slow. 
Cho. Live the game of nine-pins ! etc. 

2d Lieut. Live the game of nine-pins ! etc. 

2d Lieut. When we left the low Dutch strand, 
And with it all the joys of land," 
" Farewell all !" then did we say ; 
" WeVe done with nine-pins many a day." 
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But our skipper cried, "Not so; you'll have 
game before you know I 

There's a ship ! To quarters call ; 

They're the pins, and you're the ball. 

Let it roll like thunder ! 

Tear their planks asunder ! 
Down, down they go 1" 
Cho. Ah! 

2d Lieut. All now lie low. 

Live the game of nine-pins I 

The fine old game of nine-pins ! 
Cho. Ah ! 

By the banks of Scheldt we played them, etc. 
2d Lieut. Live the game of nine-pins ! etc. 

SERENADE— " MY PIPE." 

First Lieutenant and Chorus. 

1st Lieut. I've had lady-loves in my day. 

With lips rose-red and a lustrous eye, 

And I've witnessed the rose decay. 

The beauty fade and the love-light die ; 

But my latest love will last 

When follies of youth are past — 
My pipe, my pipe ! 

Oh, breathe full south 

From thy amber mouth ! 

liCt my fond grasp entwine. 
Cho. Ah! • 

1st Lieut. Thy slim figure divine. 
Thy kindling eye. 
And thy odorous sigh. 

Are more rapturous far, ay, far. 

Than a love told by the light of the star. 
Cho. Ah! 

1st Lieut. Oh, breathe fiill south 

From thy cool amber mouth ! 

Let my fond grasp entwine 

Thy slim figure divine ! 

Thy kindling eye, 

And thy odorous sigh, 

Are more rapturous far, ay, far, 

Than a love told by light of the star. 
Cho. Oh, breathe full south, etc. 

1st Lieut. Women sometimes will prove unkind. 
Capricious beauty will be, I know. 
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Poor man's torment time out o' mind, 

Now warm as Ind, and now cold as snow ; 

But my pipe is mistress ^nd friend 

When love and illusion end. 
My pipe I my pipe I 

Oh, breathe ftill south 

From thy cool amber mouth ; 

Let my fond grasp entwine 

Thy slim figure divine ! 

Thy kindling eye, 

And thy odorous sigh, 

Are more rapturous far, ay, far. 

Than a love told by light of the star. 
Cho. Ah! 

^7nd^Cm>' ] ^^' breathe full south, etc. 

DRINKING SONG— '< MAY YOU LIVE AND PROSPER I" 

Kip and Chorus. 

Rip. At my determination you may scoff. 

But still I cannot join you ; I've swore off. 
I'm not at all that way inclined. 

Yet to be neighborly I always try, 

And somehow night-air makes a body dry ; 
So once, this only once, I do not mind. 

Fill up! fill up! 

Fill high the cup ! 
Cho. Fill, fill high the cup ! 

Fill high the cup ! 

Fill, fill high the cup! 

Rip. Fill high the cup I 

Ah ! may you live and prosper ! 

May you live at ease ! 
Here is your good health ! 
Yours and your families' ! etc. 
Cho. Fill, fill high the cup ! etc. 

Finale, Act. II. 
SEXTETT AND CHORUS— " SLUMBER, MORTAL!" 

TuTTi and Chorus. 

Cho. Sunk to sleep. 

On the ground 
He's spellbound. 
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Sextett. 

Slumber, slumber, mortal bold, 
Nor awaken till thou*rt old ; 
Winter, summer o'er thee pass, 
Heat nor cold thou'lt know, alas! 

Sleep, mortal, sleep ! ^ 

Slumber, slumber, mortal bold. 
Nor awaken till thou'rt old ; 

Winter, summer o'er thee pass, 
Thou wilt sleep on ; 
Thy doom shall be to slumber on. 
Hud. Slumber, mortal bold, . 

Yes, slumber, mortal bold. 
Nor wake till old. 
Years will o*er thee pass, 
Thou'lt not, not know, alas! 
Slumber, mortal bold. 
Yes, slumber, mortal bold. 
Nor wake till old. 

Years w^ o*er thee pass ; 
Thou wilt sleep on, wilt sleep on ; 
Till twenty years are past and gone 
Thou shalt slumber on! 
Death in life be thy lot. 
Forgetting and forgot. 
Slumber, mortal bold. 
Yes, slumber, mortal bold. 
Nor wake till old ; 

Years will o'er thee pass ; 
Thou'lt sleep, wilt sleep on. 
Cho. Ah ! ah ! mortal bold, etc. 

2d Lieut. When dead in dreamless sleep — 
3d Lieut. Thy wife for thee shalt weep. 
1st Lieut. Happy days of yore 

Thou shalt know never more ! 
Rip. Gretchen! Gretchen! I rave! I dream! 

Sextett. Slumber, slumber, mortal bold. 
Nor waken till thou'rt old ; 

Winter, summer, o'er thee pass, etc. 
Hud. Death in life be thy lot, etc., etc. 

Cho. Ah ! ah ! slumber, mortal bold, etc. 
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ACT III. 

CHORUS OF WOODCUTTERS- 

Toe kin25 of the Mrest •...i- thtrv lau. 
While oir blows gavlr ring 

Soon upon .>ar «fi well gMe,TolK>. 
On the mighty HudscMx s tMie. 
ELECTION CHORUS^-WHATSOEVEB liAY BE WON." 

Cho. Whateoevia- may be won 

In this afterncon's elecoons, 
Let OS think of Washinstoo. 
Sqnare and straight is Washingt<m— 
Gives no place to his connecttons, 
Tho' that's usnally done- 
Whatsoever may be won, etc 

Lo, vour colors on to glory ! 
Whether you be Whig ^ Tory, 
Early and often vote ; 
Let that be yoor keynote. 
:^^o more mled by prince or king. 
Thee, great Washington, we ang. 
Whatsoever may be won, etc 

"LADIES CANNOT SIT IN CONGRESS." 

Katbtsta. 
Ladies cannot at in Congress ; tome 
But at least we rule o'er them that do. 
Office-seekers, make no fuss ; 
Come and pay your court to us. 
Government? Tis we, as you wiU see. 
Cho Pare love of country inspires us, 

No thought of interest fires us ; 
But if a berth you see 
In customs, or, maybe, 
Poetmastership, remember me. 

I^ulies cannot sit in Congress, etc 
Vote ye, then, for whom ye will, 
Congressmen are puppets still ; 
Elect the man of your desires, 
We'll pull the wires ; 

Vote ye, then, for whom you will, etc. 
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LETTER SONG— "TRUE LOVE FROM O'ER THE SEA." 

Alice. 
I dare not break the seal ; 
What fear, what doubt I feel I 
I've lived so long with sorrow, 
I tremble at each morrow. 
Oh, I have a deadly chill. 
Lives and loves he still ? 
Sad heart, thou'rt much to blame ; 
Did he not write this name ? 
Ah, come now what will. 
He lives and loves me still — 
Loves me still, loves me still. Ah ! 

True love from o'er the sea, 

I long for thee ; come back to me. 

Wand'rer o'er angry foam, 

Come, make my loving heart thy home. Ah ! 

Come back to me. 

Wand'rer o'er angry foam, 
. Make this loving heart thy home. 
Ah me, a fight again, 
A wreck tossed on the main ; 
Then in strange prison lying, 
With wounded and with dying. 
Naught but sorrow everywhere, 
Sorrow and despair. 
Yet no, again he's free ; 
He's coming back to me ; 
Ah, away with pain ! 
My brave boy comes again, 
Comes again, comes again. Ah ! 

True love from o'er the sea, 

I long for thee, come back to me. 

Wand'rer o'er angry foam. 

Come, make my loving heart thy home. Ah ! 

Come back to me, 

Wand'rer o'er angry foam ; 

Make this loving heart thy home. 

HAMMOCK SONG AND CHORUS— " ROCKED UPON 
THE BILLOW." 

Van Slous and Chorus. 
Oh, proud and high the feeling 
O'er the sailor stealing 
To the core. 



22 

When half a gale is blowing 
And his ship is going 

Fast from shore. 
Staunch is the craft that bears him on ; 
O'er the verge lands lie to be won ; 
Aye, harvests lie beyond the foam 
To reap for those he loves at home. Ah I 

Ah, rocked upon the billow 
To slumber by the angry storm. 

In fair dreams to my pillow 
Come many a dear and vanished form. 
Cho. Ah, rocked upon the billow, etc. 

To seamen death or danger 
Seldom is a stranger ; 

Watch or sleep, 
From gulf of water under 
To the battle's thunder 

O'er the deep. 
Foemen may start from every wave, 
And every billow be his grave. 
But e'en when death or danger's near 
The thought of home his heart will cheer. 
Cho. Ah, rocked upon the billow, etc. 

TRUTH IN THE WELL 

Kip. 
The thirsty sun burns on the noontide brink, 

Yet hotter, yet hotter ; 
And, like that sun, methinks too I would drink. 

But water, but water. 
Who could this foretell ? 
My cellar is a well. 

And a moss-grown bucket for my glass. 
Of good wine bereft. 
With not a crony left. 

It is not a loving cup I quaff, alas ! 
Ah me ! what is't I see ? 
Dull eye, white hair, and wrinkled brow ? 
No, no, poor Kip, it is not thou ; 

It is not thou. Ha ! ha ! ha 1 ha ! ha ! ha ! ha ! 
Who that old man was I cannot guess. 
But in water I believe so much the less. 

Yet mankind, time out of mind, 
The lying legend told and tell 
That truth lives at the bottom of a well. 
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In wine, they say, deception ever lurks. 

And trouble and trouble — 
That topers, where the subtle potion works, 

See double, see double. 
Well, it may be so ! 
(Indeed, it's true, I know). 

But has water, then, the same effect ? 
If not, who was he 
A-staring so at me 

That the crystal water did but now reflect ? 
Yes, yes, he is there again. 

Dull eye, white hair, and wrinkled brow, etc., etc. 

TRIO—" I KNOW YOU, NOT." 

Alice, Van Slous, and Kip. 
I know you not ; my father's dead. 
Old man, I fear your reason's fled. 
Mad, no, no ! If I'm old. 

Think not I'm speaking wild. 

Then thou art — yes, thou art my child. 
Thy daughter 1 I, thy daughter ? 

The world and time have made 
Thy intellect to totter ; 

Thy memory's decayed. 
Oh cruel, sad ! the old man's mad ! 
No, no, I am not mad — 
A cruel lot and sad to be thought mad. 

Alice and Van Slous. Rip Van Winkle. 



Alice. 
Vans. 
Rip. 



Alice. 



Rip, 



The snow-white lock down 
flowing; 

The sad, lack-lustre eye 
Anon with madness glowing. 

Tell of the days gone by. 

Of love and home and hope 
gone by. 
If fancy be recalling 

One distant sunny gleam, 
If peace be on him falling. 

Oh, let the old man dream. 



Her flaxen locks down flow- 
ing. 

Her bright and speaking eye 
With love and pity glowing. 

Bring back the days gone by, 

Bring back the home and 
hope gone by. 
Ah, memory be recalling 

One distant sunny gleam ; 
Peace on my mind is falling. 

And oh, 'tis not a dream. 



Rip. 



Alice. 

Vans. 



All here seems new and strange ; 

Then how recall the past ? 

Ah, I know the songs. 

The happy songs, we sung long, long ago. 

Recall the songs of long ago. 

Let him rave, better so. 
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Rip. I can think no strain upon — 
My memory's gone. 

j\.LiICE "^ 

, • ( Poor wandered brain ! 
Van S ( What was not, cannot come again. 

Rip. These little heads, now golden, 

Silvered one day may be ; 
Trembling, frail and olden 

(That day I may not see) ; 
But tho' flowers may perish. 

And tho' youth may decay, 
Still your love, dear ones, cherish, 

For love is young for aye, etc. 

CHORUS— " SOME SAY." 

Cho. Some say, now that the voting is done, 

The finish will be exciting ; 
So we run here to see the fun. 

And perhaps some fighting. 
Will the Tories win? will the Whigs be beat? 
Anyhow, we'll give ourselves a treat. 

Some say, now that the voting is done, etc. 

FINALE. 

Rip. From deep forest hoary, . 
Lift in awftil glory 

Mountains gray and old 
That myst'ry and tradition hold ; 
Never mortal daring. 
Thither reckless faring. 

E'er returns the tale (save I alone) to tell. 
Dutch tars dressed so quaintly, 
Dutch songs soimding faintly. 
Tell that Hudson's band 
Somewhere are at hand. 
Cho. He raves I 
Alice. Oh beware ! take care ! take care ! 

If so be thou wert by the dark glens straying. 
Never more thou'lt wander there. 

By the trancM solitude, spellbound, delaying. 
Here at length wilt thou find rest. 

Let the long-forgotten past glide by ; 
On thy daughter's loving breast. 

From thee will the cruel phantoms fade and die. 

Curtain. 
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